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At Buckhurst, the seat of the De La Warr's, I
remember Margaret Sackville's nursery. We used to
play there all day long. It was crowded, like Santa
Claus1 storehouse, with wonderful toys of all kinds.
Amongst them I remember well a mechanical cow
that you could milk. The milk was poured in
through the neck and extracted from toy teats. We
played with it once in our new frocks before a party,
and we quarrelled as to who was to be the milkmaid.
There was a struggle, a tug-of-war, and the whole
udder came off in our hands. We were inundated
with milk and water, to the fury of our nurses. The
blame was very properly laid on the manufacturers.
I used to go to Lamington more often than
anywhere else, and played about alone in grandpapa's
cherished grounds* One afternoon I decided to water
a flower bed* Grandpapa had fallen asleep in a chair
nearby on the lawn, I filled my can and watered
patiently the mignonette, tulips, forget-me-nots. I
looked round after a time and saw grandpapa's head
gleaming in the sun. A brilliant idea struck me. I
climbed quietly on to a chair behind him, with
the watering-can in my hand* I lifted it up and
watered his head. The effect astonished me. He
leapt to his feet and shouted furiously for my nurse,
whilst mopping the water off with his handkerchief.
Nanny came running across the lawn.
" Take this child in," he thundered.
I was swept up, carried off under her arm like a
doll, back to the house. I kicked and screamed.
" I want to make his hair grow like the flowers/*
I cried.
Nobody seemed to appreciate my good intentions.
I was taken upstairs to the nursery and put to bed.